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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

WORDS ABOUT LOVE 

I cannot tell you what it is waits beyond love; 
Nor what it means, the still hour after. 

I can think only of a wide field of poppies afire 
On driven stems, dashed in the gale. 

I cannot touch you now. 

I lie beside you chill. My heart has waned cold. 

A high white mountain has breathed upon my heart. 

Let us gather out of our thoughts a poppy cloak 
To draw about this strangeness. 

I cannot tell you what it is waits beyond love ; 
Nor what it means, the still hour after. 



JOURNEY 

Life is more sweet than I 

Knew: the shifted scene 

Less wavered, more trimmed with light, 

Than the years before. 

Look down. People pass over the ice 

As a file of thin ghosts creep, 

And fade beyond a hill. 

You, and you, and you — 

Small souls, shrinking away. 
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Mark Turbyfill 

And you, and you, and you, 
Bearing lights in your hands, 

Approaching eternally Life is 

More sweet than I knew. 

Mark Turbyfill 



THE ORCHARD 

The swiftness of blown youth, swiftness of death, 
Are in the orchard bloom and blossom-fall. 
And in a little while is none at all 
Of this cool-flaming glory. Like a breath 
Blown on the pane, it fades without a trace 
To dim new leaves that hide the nesting bird. 
I think there is not any quickest word 
So swift as beauty's passing from its place. 

Yet we who dwell in love beneath this bough 
Know neither fading nor the falling flower. 
Our immortality is all-secure 
As Beauty's, ruling still the Then and Now, 
Careless what fleeting error stains the hour — 
Child of the fragile phantoms that endure. 

John Towner Frederick 
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